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Bemember, king, the hour when I departed,
No more unhappy hour hast thou e'er seen.
Make room! I go! My vengeance goes with me!

Gora fans Medea's fury against her treacherous hus-
band. She asks for another interview with him, and is
stung to the quick by his studied calmness.

M edea*.

Who is the gentle one that speaks to me?
Is it not Jason ?   And his talk is sweet 2
Thou gentle one, didst thou not go to Colchis
And woo, besmirched with blood, the kingly maiden?
Thou gentle one, didst thou not slay my brother?
Not kill my father, gentle one and pious ?
Dost thou not leave the wife, the stolen one?
Thou gentle?   Thou abandoned, awful wretch!

But while owning all her guilt, caused by her love for
him, she makes one more appeal for the sake of her
children.

Medea.

My husband!   No, thou art no longer that!

My lover!   No, that thou hast never been!

Then man! Oan'st thou be man, and break thy faith?

Jason!   Fie!   Treachery spells that name!

How shall I call thee ? Wretch! O gentle, kind one!

Give me my children, and let me depart!

Jason at last grants her the cruel privilege of taking
one of the children with her into exile, the choice to be
made by the children themselves. Creusa brings them in.

Creusa.

The children, so they tell me, have been sent for.
Why were they?   And what is to happen now?
0 see! They love me, though but just arrived,
As though for years we'd seen and known e$ch other,o Colchis, and there are no gods.
